The Fanfare Again

home and killing, nearly always, or quite exhausting, the heart
and body of its receptacle.

What can their music mean to them! It is the horror of their
situation that it must so often, and so quickly, lose all meaning.
For what, indeed, is a grand piano? A black and white keyboard,
with analogy to the bezique marker, and to the game of dominos.
But the painter has his paints and brushes; the writer, his pens
and ink and blotting-paper. And human beings, for that matter,
are but flesh and blood. Buildings but bricks and mortar. All
things on earth are but alive or dead. And so it is until the new
meaning dawns. It is a drama within four walls; an interior life of
paints and brushes, of pens and paper, of the black and white
notes. And the change can come upon them, just as wine is made
from grapes. Their truths of black or white, bread and water,
life or death, become transcendental, and take on higher values.
More than this, it is communicable and a contagion. It speaks
from soul to soul, not in creation, but in understanding. This is
the Epiphany, the feast of tongues; but, another day, it is under-
stood by none, and has been spoken to deaf ears.

We must suppose that, did we know, or were it possible to
enquire, there would be no news of little Benvenuto. By now,
if still alive, he will be thirty years old, and no one will have
heard of him. This was upon a Sunday morning in Syracuse;
but, as we have shown, it is of no importance where it was. It
could be the town of Syracuse in the U.S.A.; Memphis, Tennessee;
or anywhere else. It is the truths that count, and not the time or
place. For this incident, which is one of those peculiar things that
stand out in the memory, is symptom of so much that perishes,
or becomes stultified. It should not be allowed, for it is a sacrilege
and a degradation. And, at the thought of that, once more this
true ghost story achieves itself. We see a carriage, halted in the
crowd; but, of a sudden, there are the notes of a trumpet. Every-
one in the square turns round and looks towards it. It is the bugle
call, the ghostly fanfare from Granada, from the Castillo di Biba-
taubin, come back for no reason, but as the echo or allusion to a
theme in music. What is it, but another lost soul? And it dies
back again into the February morning.